THE WORLD OF BOOKS

BY HECTOR FULLER.

Contert thee howsoe'er, whose days are done;

Theve lies not any troublous thing before,

Nor sizht © or sound to war against thee more,
For whe winds ave Quict as the sum,

All i-.n.l'h as the shore.

Who is there that, loving Swinburne for
the matchiess melody of music, does not
recall that verse, taken from his “Ave
Atque Vale” in memory of Charles Baude-
claire, and so fitting to recall now that
tha greatest living English poet of to-day
has just passed his seventieth milestone,
Remembering this, one can find a peculiar
fitness in the poem to the poet’s self,

Seventy years Charles Algernon
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lne of Victorian poets. It was 18364 when
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Over the recent {liness of Sir Arthur
Conan Deyle much secrecy was malt-
tained, but it is understood that at one
stage the life of the famousg author of
“Sherlock Holmes" was almost despaired
of. Sinece then, however, the welcome
news has come that he is well on the
road to recovery, and this is now confirm-
ed by the announcement that he will pre-
side at a lilerary dinner to be given In
London on April 22, The gathering will
celebiute the 200th anniversary of the
birth- of Henry Filelding, the author of
“Tom Jones,"” and will be given by the So-
ciety of Semerset men in London, of
whick “Docter” Doyle is one of the
most prominent and enthusiastic mem-
bers,

Marie Corelll comes to the front again
in the collection of “autograph letiers
formed by John D. Crimmins that is to be
sold at Anderson's, in New York, next
Monday. She is, of course, the same Ma-
rie Corelll that has kept herself in the
limelight ever since Queen Victoria help-
ed to make her famous with one of those
extraordinary literary judgments that
added to the gayety of two hemispheres.
“To begin with,” writes Miss Corelli, *1
am that ‘goiden-haired beauty' *** 1 am
not the daughter of Charles Mackay and
never was, but simply his adopted daugh-
ter, adopted under peculiar and extreme-
ly painful circumstances. * * * [ am of
Italian  extraction * * * no. . relation
whatever to the Mackay family. * * * 1
beg you not to enter Into any details
such ag where or when you saw me first,
for that cottage was & source of misery
to me.” * * * Fhe goes on indignantly
to deny a report that she is married: “1
have made already * * * an ample fortune
*# % * what do I want with a
band? * * * Happy are those
live obscure and all wnknown.
are spared Jealousy, spite, rancor,
hatred, malice, and all nuncharitable
¢ * * Check all overofficlous details
about me jn the American press.” In an-
other Jetter she speaks of London as “a
den of quarrelseme, fighting, pushing,
struggling human kind,” and observes:
“I love seclusion more than fame.”

The record for book popularity at the
Public Library during the past week
shews that in non-fiction the books most
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called for were Myers' “Human Person-
ality’” and Bryce's *“The Holy Roman
Empire.” In fiction the greatest call was

for Mason's “Running Water" &
Wharton’s “Madame de Treyme
among the juveniles the demand was for
“Orange Fairy Book” and
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In another letter we have an ex-
pres which was perhaps the begin-
ning of the use of the word “yellow” as
iting something harsh or depress-
It will be remembered, perhaps, that

nthly numbers of his serial stories
1ed in yellow covers. In one of
ters he declares that he is going
the covers for a color more
for the world Is not so bad a

sion,

There has been a great growth of inter-
est recently in things Persian, and, more
particularly, in Persian literature. One
of the signs is the advent of a curious
*“The Testament of Omar
Khayyam—the Wayslyyat,” translated by
Mr. Louis Alexander into guatrains. In

n Introductory nete, the author says:

“Omar Khayyam was a man of lofty
yet humble piety; but his independence of
mind and contempt for mere dogma, his
open dishelief in astrology, his strong
leanings to Greek literature and philoso-
v brought upon him bitter and active
hostility. Most of the quatrains collect-
ed in the ‘Rubaiyat,’ properly considered,
werg almost obviously of the nature of
satire or rejoinder or ecounter aitack, In
‘The Testament’ Omar Kayyam says: ‘No
more wine shops for me; no more that
disgrace; nor false lips to kiss—nor lips
false to speak; nor half gay despairs. 1
uncover my face, The marked mask 1
wore it is time that I break. I leave
this note with these lines, and the ma-
jestic figure of the real Omar Khayyam—
the astronomer, poet, philesopher, and
salnt—stands revealed.”

Henry €, McCook, D, D, Sc.D., LL.D.,
author of that book of remarkable inter-
est, published last week by the Har-
pers, “Nature's Craftsmen”—it being a
marveloys record of fascinating facts,
the result of years of the closest chserva-
tion of inse«‘l life by one who is both na-
ture-lover and suel(un—was in Washing-
ton a few months ago with Mrs. Me-
Cook, and they called to pay their re-
spects at the White House, President
Rovsevelt and Dg” MeCook being old
friends,

After the first greetings the President
suid to Mrs. MeCook:

“Did the doctor ever tell you what they
told him about my men when he was In
the cavalry eamp at Santiago? You know,
the government sent him over on special
duty, and I found him, one day, at dinner
with Gen. Wheeler's staff under a big
mange iree,

“Qf course I invited the doctor over to
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gan to protest.

“*Don’t you do it, ehaphin!' said one;
and ‘Don't you-go!’  cried- ~and
anaother.

“‘But why not? asked the dector,

“0Oh, it isn't safe to visit the luuwh
Riders' camp on such & fine horse as
you're riding! If you really go, don't
dare to dismount! And even If you stay
in the saddie, keep youy eyes open or
they’ll stip the horse from under you! ™

The President-langhed heartily as he
told the story and recalled the merry in-
cidents of that trying time.

“Buat 1 assure you, madam,” he added,
“my boys were not so bad as they were
represented.”

The next velume jn the new edition of
Ibsen (which is meeting with such great
success that all of the six volumes so far
published have alrecady gone Into second
editions, and one of them into the fourth
edition) will contaln “Rosmersholm™ and
*“The Lady from the Sea.” In the intro-
duetion Mr. Willilam Archer says: .

“No one who ever saw Henrik Ibsen, in
his later years, ut any rate, could doubt
that he was a born aristocrat. When I
first saw him in 1831, he had the alr of
a polished statesman or diplomatist. Dis-
tinction was the note of his personality.
So early as 1872 he had written to George
Brandes, who wag then involved in one of
his many controversies, ‘Be dignified!
Diguity ig the only weapon against such
assaults.! His actual words, “Voer For-
mem!’ mean, lterally translated, ‘Be dis-
tinguished!" No democratic movement
which implied a leveling down could ever
command Ibsen's sympathy, He was &
leveler-up, or nothing.”

This deep-rooted trait in his character
found its supreme expression in “Ros-
mersholm.”

The British Muscum reading room will
be closed from April 16 to November 1,
but special accommodation is, however, to
be provided for readers engaged In ex-
ceptionally important and urgent work
Accordivg to the World, “the reason
why the British Museum reading room
is to be ghut for six monthg fs that
there is some dapger of the dome falling
in en the heads of the Industrious read-
ers down below. In fact, it Is only owing
to the density of the air, which gives the
well-known museum headache, that the
dome has not collapsed long since.”
Meanwhile there are many other libra-
ries into which the dispossessed London
lterary student may wander.

One of the best characters in “Feligity,”

the novel by Clara E. Laughlin, which
has just been published, is the' “Old
Man,” a comedian of the old school type

of Jefferson or William Warren, full of
kindly wisdom and clear, keen, good-tem-
pe insight into men and things. “She
has elegted,”” he said of Felicity, “to be
a child of the road, the big, open road,
where the passport is sympathy and un-
derstanding, not criticism of the way the
other travelers limp along on tired feet
or dance for paltry joys.” And of that
“open road” he said again: “The chances
of the road! It's taking the chances hand-
somely that makes men and women of us
1t's the brave spirit, unfaltering because

the Juck o' the road is rough, that's kept
the old world good place to live in,
that's ma the highway a road o roy-
al company."

When Eugene Field was at the height
of his local fame, there lived in Kansas
City one George Gaston, whe cafle was
the resort of all the “eholee spirits” of
the town. He fairly we iiped Field,
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And as T began the book column this
week with Swinburne and his seventieth
birthday in mind, so let me close ft with
a beaut.ful bute to Swinburne written
by Mr. Alfred Noyes, the brilliant young
English poet, which iz published in the
North American Review:

I
of ours,

yours truly,

He needs no erown whose golden heart
Poured out
Of others;

Crown, and on Suniw

imperishable bays
m's height he sits apart;
He hears immortal greetings this great momnl
Fain would we bri we also, all we may—
Bome wayside flower of transitory bloom,
Frail tribute, only bom
To greet the gladpess of this April day,
Then waste on death's dark wind its faint perfume.

It
Here, on this April day, the whole sweet Spring
Speaks through his masic only, or seems to speak;
And we that hear, “‘with hesrts up’ift and weak,™
What can we less than claim him for our king?
He is hera on earth, and many a hawiborn-time
Spring shall return and find him singing still;
But, ahd his heart is far beyond the year,
Ope with the pulsing rhyme
Of starrier heavens that work their rhythmie will
And hold the secret of all humun tears.

.
For he—the last of that immortal race,
Whose music, like a robe of living light,
Reclothed each pew-born age and made it bright
As with the glory of Love's transfiguring face,
Reddened earth’s roses, kindled tha deep bius
Of England’'s radiant ever-singing sea,
Reealled the white thalassian from the foam,
Woke the dim stars anew,
And triumphed in the trimph of Liberty—
We claim him; but he hath not here his home,

v
Not here; round him to-day the clonds divide!
We know what faces through that rose-flushed air
Now bend above him; Shelley's face is there,
And Hugo's, lit with more than kingly pride!
Replenished there with splendor, the blind eyes
Of Milton bend from heaven to meet his own;
Sappho is there, crowned with those queenlier
flowers
Whose graft outgrew cur skies,

His gift; Shakespegre leans carthward from his
throne

With hands outstretched. He needs no crown
of ours,

LATEST AT THE WHITE HOUSE.

(T. R. Loguitur.)

Oh, plag up the doorbell,

Or cut all the wires!
{Cold chills creep all o'er me,

Bo rake up the fires.) \
Send ‘round to the station

For police galove;: _

The Ladyc from Sweden
Is at the fiont door!

The Club Auanias
I manage with ease;
This rich men's dark plotting

Pentose,
Come here as they will—

But there's one thing I can’t do—
A womsn keep still!

Keep every door guarded;

+ No matter what din

She raises, I warn yom,
Don’t dave let hev in.

Go, “sic” her on Roet, boys,
Her grievance to probe—

Wow! She's lmwkln( still barder!
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THE SIEGE OF PEKIN

“Indiscreet Letters” from an
Eyewitness to the Terror.

GOLD AND JEWELRY LOOTED

No Head to the Defense Because of
Legation Jealousles—Fighting by
Day and Night Until Men Are Too
Tired to Stand~The Relief Expedi-
tion Arrvives Just in Time,

A remarkable series of human docu~
ments is contained in the voiume “Indis-
ereet Letters from Peking,” edited by B.
L. Putnam Weale, The name of Mr.
Weale on the title puge may be taken as
a guarantes of the authenticity of these
letters, as he is one of the best
known and most able of all the writers
on far Bastern topics. His “Manchu and
Muscovite’' was an ably written prophecy
of the Russian-Japanese war some three
years before the fact, and his “The Re-
shaping of the Far East” was a fine sum-
mury of thie forces at work after the de-
feat of Russia,

The slege of Pekin has often been de-
scribed, but never adequately. Always
there has—usually for very shame's sake
~been something held back. Dr. Morri-
son, the famoug Chinese correspondent
of the London Times, has gathered for-
ty-three volumes on the subject in Eng-
lish alone, but even these all together do
not give a complete plceture of what tock
place. The two best accounts of the
reign of terror In Pekin have been Dr,
Morrison’'s own book and the graphic
account of the French minister, made as
a report to his government.

‘Where most of the accounts of the
slege have lackad hag been that none of
them have dealt with the strictly person-
al or private side. None of them have at-
tempted to embrace the story of the Bex-
er year, the sack of Pekin, or the extra-
ordinary scenes which marked this latter-
day vandalism. For the first time, in
these intimate letters, which together
make so remarkable 4 book, has the story
been told faithfully, vividly, and with
brutal candor,

The identity of author of these
letters is nowhere disclesed, but judging
from the internal evidence he was an at-
tache of the French evidently a
young man, and used to the
field than (o diplomacy,

At the beginning—his

the

legation,

one more

first letter is dated

May 12, 1900—the writer tells about the
heat, the dust, and the ill-temper of
some of the members e:'! the legations,
They are beginning to notice that Pekin

iz not what it was before the Japanese
war, Since then there has been intriguing
among the legations,

The old Pekin soclety has therefore
vanished, and in its pluce are highly sus-
piclous hostile legations—legations
petty in their conceptions of men and

I itions bitter disliking one an-
t, legations richly deserving

i, sowy of the cynics say. The
have already said, high-
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ing and cantanker-

e srd i petty, the lega-
tions are spinning their little threads,
each one hedged in by high walls in its

own and by the debatable
ques situation politigue,

In twelve days change that is
coming has impressed the writer of these

compound,
ion of the

more the

letters. Already they have been wonder-
ing; now he tells us that they are begin-
ning to call them "'Boxers,” these Chi-

nese members of the “Society of Harmon-

ious Fists,” They are also talking about
marines that have been sent for, hut with
the jezlousy ameng the legatlons, no one
wants the oth {ellow to have the honor
f

of sending the first guard. It is learned
that the Boxers have already moved from
their particular habitat, which is Shan-
tung, into the province of Chik-li. “Al-
ready the at Chochou,

only southeast of

are in some force
to (?.«‘

Pek ssacreing; always ad-
vancing, md r“"n.ﬂK m bodies of native
Christians before them on the march.'

By
oped great
tingflu K
six 1

storm cloud has devel-
The Pekin-Pao-
ilway is being destroyeq only
from Pekin; all the European
engineers have fled into P2kin, and worst
fhe Boxer banners have been un-
and lo, as they float
in the breeze, the four d characters,
“Pao Ch'ing Mlen Yung'' have been read.
“Death and Destruction to the Foreigner
and All His Works, and Loyal Support
to the Great Ching Dynasty.” Writes our
altache:
Guards have
ships lying out at
guards will

May 28 the
proportions

of all,
furled,

and be

been ordered from the
the Taku bar. The
here, and when they
have come the movement will eesse, Thus
have the eleven legations spoken, each
telegraphing a different tale to his gov-
ernment, and each more than annoyed by
this joint action, Incidentally each one is
secretly wondering what is going to hap-
pen and whether there is really any dan-
ger.

That is the
fore the

period of

soon be

domlnant note, naot only be-
siege, but during the entire
trouble—the legations standing
alone; no unity of action for the com-
mon good; nothing but bickering and jeal-
ousy and rank incompetency.

Still the rumors grow and the dangers
threaten. In the interim our attache
halts in his narrative long enough to give
a fine description of the city of Pekin;
a history of the place, giving a brilllant
idea of the wonderful stage effects, the
fierce medievalism in senile decay, the
superb distances, the red dust from the
Gobi that has choked up all the drains
and tarnished all its magnificance. The
change that is coming seems absurd:

Of course, Boxers coming through the
gates cannot be true, and yet—shades of
Genghis Khan and all hig Tartars, what
iz that? When 1 had got as far as this
from all sides eame a tremendous blaring
of barbaric trumpets—those long brass
trumpets that can make one's blood cur-
dle horribly, & blaring whech has now up-
set everything I was to write and also my
inkpot. In the tumult of one's emotions
one does mot know what to believe and
what to fear. Everything seems a little
impossible and absurd, especially what I
am now writlng from hour to hour,

Now the Boxers begin to invade Pekin;
are seen in the streets: a Japanese officer
is killed; the German minister sees a
Boxer calmly sharpening a knife on his
boot, chases him with a stick, and dis-
covers other Boxers, 1t is getting serious.

The first real Sghting about Pekin was
on June M, and In a graphic letter the
writter of these interesting documents
describes it. The Boxers destroyed by
fire all the forelgn houses in the Tsung-l
Yamen quarter, and attacked the Roman
Catholic East Cathedral. They should
have been stoutly attacked, but the le-
gation jealousy aguin interfered, and the
cathedral wes in flames before the ex-
pedient of a velunteer charge could be
devised.

In front of ug the flames of the burning

Roman Catholic Cathedral rose higher
and higher, and the shouts and roars,

becoming ever flercer and flercer, could
be plainly heard. Just then a French-
man stumbled with a muttered oath, and
bending down, jumped back with & ery of
alarm. At his feet lay a native woman
trussed tightly with ropes, with her body
half-charred, und reeking with kerosenc,
but still altve and moaning faintly. The

, Inhuman brutes, had caught her,
#et fire to her, and flung hey on the road
to light their way. She was the first
vietim of theiy rage we had as yet come
across. That made us feel like savages.

By June 18, the legations at Pekin have
gettled down te a new phase of exlstence
Barricades have been built across the
streets, each legation deing its own work.
Word comes that the Boxers have caught
a lot of native Christians. One of the
leaders gets some volunteers, surrounds
the temple and captures the whoele party.
The Boxers are ali shot at onee, though
it is hard, sometimes, to tell Boxer from
Christian.

8o the Christians were told to line up
against the wall of the temple to facill-
tate the summary execution in progress.
Then a big fellow rushed out of a corner,
yelling, “I have received the faith.” Our
leader looked at the map with a critical
eye, and then sald to.hi™ in his quictest
tones: “'Stand up against the wall” The
Boxer stood up, and a revelver belehed
the top of his head off. With that guick-
ness of eye for which he ls distinguished,
our leader had seen a few red threads
hanging down below the fellow's tunic.
The man, as he fell with a cry, disclosed
hig sash underpeath, He wag a Boxer
chief. At least thirty men were kilied
here, :

This is grim war enough, but this is
only the beginning. ANl through this
period there wag no word at all from the
Chinese government. The legations have
been left to themselves. If the Boxers
succeed In exterminating the “foreign
devils,” well and good; If not, then thelr
work will be disavowed. Thousands of
Boxers are now at the Pekin gates. Al-
ready they have destroyed the Tartar eity,
and iuslde there are still divided counsels,
and the shoe is beginning to pinch.

The siege proper dates from June 21,

In this wise has our slege commenced;
with all the men angry and discontented;
with no responsible head; with the one
man among those hi piaced dead,. With
hundreds of converts crowding us at
every turn—in a word, with everything
just the matural outcomse of the vacilla-
tian and ignoranee displayed during the
past weeks hy those who should have
been the leaders. Half the officers are at
icggerheads; volunteers have been roam-
ing about at will and sniping at anything
they happened (o see moving in the
distance; ammunition s being wasted;
there are great gaps in our defenses,
which any resoiute foe couid rush in
five minutes, were they so0 inclined; there
is not a wgle accurate map of the area
we have to defend.

One
in a Japengse
work,; elsewhere
lets are fiying
dirt is accumulating.
Americans during this time
June 25 hag this:

Meanwhile the Americans on the
are behaving more erraticailly than ev
They have retired and reocc d
positions three or four times e the
siege began, and the men are now more
than mutinous. Yesterday they came down
twice—no one ¢ould quite make out why,
and after a lapse hour or two in
each case, they returned. Matters rea
ed a crisis this morning, and a coun?il of
war was called by the
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composed of all the officers commn
detachments. The mesting took place
under the American barricade on a
tar wall itself, apparently to give confi-
dence to the men and to make them
ashamed of themselves. Bul the must
curfous part of it all was that our com-
mander-in-chief excused hims on th
diplomatic ground that he was =ik, and
amid the smiles of all, Capt. T—, ti
Austrian, presided, and laid down the law

i learly shows how uabsurd is our
yetem. They say that the wholz
reason is that there is internal trouble
in the American contingent, and that one
of the officers is hated. Whether tnis |
really so or not, I do not know, we neve
know anything certain now. M

The writer takes
of this fling at the
further along:

But although the American has but
little discipline, as a sharpshooter on ti
defensive, he is quite unrivaled, by re:
| son of hig superior intelligence d

and the
{ Interest he takes In devoting himself to
the

matter in hand.

After some days of fighting there
the board of truce, which accomplished
nothing, and early in July the heavy
shells come bursting into the ill-fated
city. Mines, also, were dug, so that the
besieged fell asleep. ready to be blowr
up. In a Jetter of July 3, we get some
idea of the horrer of it:

Nor are the dangers merely prospec-
tive., They are actual and grimily
gusting. During the past week the cas-
ualty list has gone on rapidly incfasing,
and to-day our tetal 1s close on 100 killed
and wounded in less than two weeks in-
termitient fighting, out of a force of 40
rifles. The shelis occasionally fly low and
take you on the head; the bullets flick
through the loopholes or as often take
you in tha back from some enfilading bay-
ricades, und thus through two gencies
you can be hastened toward the unknown
As far ag I am personally concerned, it
is largely a matter of fvod whether this
affects one acutely or not. If vou have
a full stomach you do not mind so much,
and even shrug your shoulders should
the man next to you be hit; but at 4 or
5 in the morning, when everything
is pale and damp, and you are stomach
sick, it is nerve-shaking to see a man
brutally siruck, and gasping under the
blow. 1 have seen this happen three
times; onee it was truly horrible, for I was
go splashed with biood.

Pretty soon the chancery of the British
legation ig turned, perforece, into a hos-
pital, and on dispatch-iables, lately lit-
tered with diplematic documents, opers
ations are now almost hourly performed.
Then there is one particularly big Chi-
nese gun that bothers the besiegers, and
the plucky little Japanese colonel organ-
izes a sortie to sieze it. A handfuj of
the bravest men sally out, but they are
beaten back, many wouaded, some killed,
and the gun continues to devastate, Dis-
cipline began to get bad in July, looting
went on, and insults to women, and more
and more ugly grows the siege in every
phase. The Chinese steadily push their
barricades nearer and nearer:

These barricades are becoming more
and more powerful, and are being pushed
80 close to us by a gystem of parallels and
traverses that it the Suwang-fu and the
French lnes, only a few feet separate
some of our own defenses from the ene-
my's. Already it has twice happened that
a fierce and unique deed had taken place
at the same loophole between one of our
men and a Chinese brave, ending in the
shooting of one or the other, forcing a
retirement on our part to the next line
of barricades, Thus by sheer weight of
brickwork, they are crushing us in, and
if they have only twp weeks more unin-
terrupted work, it can only end in one
way. Col, 8— has made two more fran-
tic sorties, in both of which I took part,
at daybreak, with a few men, which
succeeded each time in pushing back the
enemy for a few days in one particular
corner at the cost of casualties we can-
not afford. But the work and the strain
are becoming exhausting, and even the
Japanese, who are being driven by little
8§— like mules, are showing the effects
in their lackluster eyes and dragging
legs. The men are hald drunk from lack
of sleep and from bad, overheated blood,
caused by & perpetual peeping through
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when they are asieep, The strain is in
mimble.yl say, and pony meatl becomes
nauseating, and fills me with disgust.

It becomes more and more horrible as
the days go by, ana it was not until the
morning of the 14th of August that the
besieged heard the Chinese shouting, “Ta
ping lal tao liao”~the armies have ar-
rived. The writer of these letters does
not attempt to settle the dispute a8 to who
among the allied troops got to the scens
firat; the first troops he himself saw were
the Rajputs from India, y:lling for
“Pawnee,” and erying “‘Chullo, chulio”
to each other. The units of the ailied
forces were all in confusion, Cavalry,
artiliery, infantry were all mixed to-
gether, but at any rate they had won
their way through thousands of Chiness
Boxers, and had rescued the survivors in
the British legation from impending and
almost certain death,

The man who writes these letters under-
goes & reaction at once,

“It was s0 strange that it should be
so—that everything should have come 50
suddenly to an end. After all those ex-
periences, to be lying on the ground like
some tramp in Europe, without a thing 1o
one's name, was to be merely grotesque
and incongruous. Yet It was necessary
to become accustomed immediatzly to the
idea that one beionged to the ordinary
world, where one would not be distin-
guished from one's fellow; where every-
thing was quiet and orderiy. And I was
separated from this by such a mighty
gulf, T knew so many things now. What!
Was I no longer to experience that su-
preme delight of shooting and being shot
at—of that unending excitement? Oh,
was it really over?

Yes, it was over—the slege,
began the sack, and here, ruthlessly
naked in its honesty is told the (rue
story of the disgraceful looting, Nor does
the narrator of what he saw gpare him-
self; he, too, got the looting fever, and
he did his scientifically, using a gang
of Chinese, and commandeering Chinese
cartg in which to carry the stuff away.
Also he was fortunate enough o come
upon a house in which a number of Man-
chu women had taken refuge, and they
asked him to protect them, so he took
his quarters there and lived en
prince until the end, the capacious rooms
proving fine places in which to store the
wealth, At first it was silver, and there
were tons of it, those half-moon sycees,
which soon became go common that peo-
ple would hardly stop to pick them up in
the street. Then the rage came for gold
and precious stones, and there was
enough of both of these in the imperial
palace, Valuable, almost priceless man-
uyscripts were burned, destroyed, thrown
into the streets,

Dalnty porcelains, decorated by the hand
of artists dead many centuries, were
wantonly smashed; marvelous silks, rare
fabries of every kind; it all became loot.
Then after a short while the looters tried
to loot each other, and the man who
writes these letters had to turn out at
midnight and fire savagely at Cossacks
who were trying to steal his carts. It
was an exciling game.

But for the time belng there is little
else but quiet looting, Even some of the
ministers have made littie fortunes from
so-called official seilzures, and there s
one eurious case, which nobody quite un-
derstands, of 40,000 taels in silver shoes
being suddenly deposited in the French
legation, and as suddenly spirited away
by some one else to another legation,
while no one dares to say openly who are
the ¢ s, although their names are
knewn. Silver, however, is a drug on
the market. Everyvbody, without excep-
tion, has piles of it. Also, the Japanese,
who are supposed to be on their good
conduct, have despoiled the whole board
of revenue, and taken over a million
pounds sterling in bullion. They have
been most cunning. The only currency
to be had is the silver shoe, These shoes
can be bought at an encrmous discount
for gold in any form, and even with sil-
ver dollars you can make a pretty profit.
The new trocps, who arrived late, are do-
ing their best to find some more of this
silver by digging up gardens and break-
ing down houses. Machese P——, of the
Italians, who always pretends that he
has been a mining engineer in some pre-
historic period of his existence, calls it
“working over the tailings."

In consequence of this glut of silver
and euriosities, a regular buying and sell-
ing bas set up, and all our armies are
becoming armies of traders. are
official auctions now being organized,
where you will be able to buy legally, and
after the approved methods, every Kind
of loot. The best things, however, are
being disposed of privately, for it is the
rank and file who have managed Lo se-
eure the really priceless things. I heard
to-day that an amateur who came up
with cne of the columns bought from an
American
the Black Eagle, set in magnificent dia-
mends, for the sum of $20. It seems only
the other day that Prince Henry was here
for the purpose of donating this mark of
the personal esteem of the Kalser after
the Kiaochow affair. Twenty dollars—it
is an inglorious end!

Then came the punitive expeditions,
the return of the court, and with the re-
establishment of something like order the
legations got busy again and diplomacy
resumed its eway, and soon to this young
man, whose letters, so well written, so
full of stern human interest, have resulted
in a wonderfully impressionistic picture
of a grewsome siege, gets tired of it
all and rides away. Out through the
great Ch'len Men Gate he rides, and there
he shakes hands with his friends, the In-
dian cavalrymen who have accompanied
him partly on his way. Then he turns his
back to the ruined Pekin, where he has
lived so much fn so few months, where
knowledge of many things that one only
learns through bloody conflict has come
to him—that night he reaches the river-
boats. It was over.

This book teaches many things. t
teaches in the first place that no one ns
tion can scorn any other for the looting
that was done in Pekin. A!l were tarred
with the same brush. It teaches that
diplomacy . in the far East requires the
best and the strongest men, instead of
the makeshifts and the weak. The siege
of Pekin takes -as important a place in
history as the Indian mutiny, which in
many phases of its brutalities it closely
resembled. At least these letters of an
eyvewitness will be of immense aid to the
historian. (New York: Dodd, Mead &
Co.)

but now

Dogs and Dogs,
Gerald Stanly Lee in Mount Tom.

I think I like poor people's dogs, taken
as a class, betfer than rich enes—more
spiritually minded, most of them, and
human, Seem to understand things. They
have some general interesis, They go
about in what seems to be a more man
of the werld llke way, apd have the
general attitude of knowing how to take
people. Rich men's dogs (allowing for ex-
ceptions) misunderstand everybody. They
are poor, petted, blinded, prejudiced, on
family affairs. They seem to think they
are policemen.

Audience Ready to Help.
From the London Express,

At a representation of Schiller’s “Don
Carlos” in Belgrade Theater the pistol
with which Don Carlos should have shot
the Marguis de Posa refused to go off and
the discomfited actors fled behind the cur-
tain. Offers of loaded weapons were at
once made by several members of the
audience,

loopholes and a continual alertness,

soldier the Prussian Order of |

RHYME AND REASON

Verse Makers Blossom Under
Influence of Spring.

THE PHILOSOPHER AND CRITIC

A Porm About Books and One About
Easter by the Fifieen-year-old
Wosoer of the Muses—A Sonunet in o
G‘.l'de-, and Some Verse About
Baseball—-A Poem in Dialeet,

The ‘Philosopher burst into the room,
littered with many books, and clothed
in tobac-~-smoke, and hailed his friend
the Critic, where he half-dozed In his
chair. “Rouse up, my merry Critic!” he
cried. “the sun shines outside; the world
is fair. Why do you linger here?

“Indeed, Master Flhillosopher,”
hig friend, “’tis not from choice. Look
at the poems on my desk. And you,
too, shail not go forth into the after-
noon again tll you have read with mse
these offerings of my friends. But where
did you get that ruddy bloom—that rol-
licking air?” 0

“Why I have been away—upon
bounding billow, Master Critle, 1
been ‘down to the sea in ships,’
upon the waters to Norfolk, in fair Vir-
ginia, where you may have heard they
are buiiding an exposition. I had a joy-
ous time.”

“Ah, well, T should have been giad to
have been with you, but—I know not—
much reading of poetry hath made me
weak of stomach, and perchance the voyv-
age had umsettled me. Nay, I envy you
not!"”

“And so, while I have been gone the
poems have come in fast, you say—let's
at them then, and afterward, so you can
get your housekeeper—she must be a
very sloven—to sew that rent in your
coat, I'll stroll with you down the Avenue
and see those good-folk of whom 'twas
doubtless meant that ‘Solomon in all his
glory wvas not arrayed like one of these. "

“Well,” sald the Critic, “the first one
I shall show you is this,” and he hang-
ed out the following manuscript:

LIBRARY FELLOWSHIP,

A bilessed peace,

A Caresweease,
Doth soothe my spirit whea,

As is my bent,

I dream, content,
Within my bookfull den.

replied

the
have

even

When from their nooks,
My comrade books,
In fellowship comspire,
To light my dreams,
With glowing beams,
Of their celestial fire,
—SAM M., GAINES,
“Don't care for it grufily sald the
Philosopher, as he finished reading. “A
verse about books should pot run to that
Hit. Books are dignified—much more =0
than most humans. They should be sa-
luted in statelier measure, I think.”
‘Well,” replied the Critic, “here is an-
other., You remember a .fuly who sent
me what she called = sonnet soms tims
ago. You took occasion to remark about
the sonnet form. At least this one has
complied with your measure.”
“Let us see-it,” said the Philosopher
SONNET TO A GARDEN,
I have a garden of lovely flowers—
Royally purple wistaria pluoes,
White wvallcy lilies, red pession mse blooms,
Rare violet seemt for subtie hours;
15 alyssum in filmy showers,
rhogk there, at the gateway, looms,
Shy moonblossatns grow in the garden’s glooms,
nd sansiiine aud rain bring each their dowers

But ir the gentie vinlet’s sweet scent,

The liiy's timid virginlike white facs,

I see & sirange and enacing intent,

That worketh rarest beauly to cfface;

And in the passion rose's wooing breath

1 feel the law—birth, bloom, decay, and dsath.

—JOHN MARSH

“Not half bad, indeed,” ‘he remarked

when he was done. “There {3 an idea

thare.”
“I'm glad you like it,” rejoined the Crit-

ie, “especially as I had deeided to print

“Of course- we could not do without
another spring peem or two, Here is one

in which comedy and sentiment are
mixed:

BPRING MUSINGS,
Now lovely, smiling spring has come st isst,
To cheer us with its soft and tempered ray,
Apd bid us dread nc lenger winter's blast,
The basehall fans k forward to the A
When benches greet with loud applause, cach

brilliant play,

Discuss with warmth the dismond’s favored som,
or shield,
won,

How in some coptest fought for cup
The gatue his opponents had a

To fate he was reluctant sill ¢

His home-run saved the day.

Ryan, Delebanty, and big Dan ll' it hiers—

When shall their b
And though wunde ruh
Ard some whe

n rTotten,
Your avcrage they

k is weak ar d
ye stars

mm's heests are wont t a
ruslhi out hopes of runs, or wo rh a winuing
play

But. there was one I have nol mentioned yet,

Who smashed the ball; yea, beat it to & jelly,
When games seemed jost, and bleachers fume and

fret,

With bases full, and such an awful melee,

That it seemed h—, %0 loud they yell, “Home-run!
Mike Kelly!
—EDMUND MURPHY.

“T don't believe 1I'd print that,” gsaid
the Phbilosopher, *“‘thére is too mueh—well,
I wouldn't print 1t.”

“Alas,” cried the Critlic, “I'm serry to
go against your advice, but see—it is al-
ready printed.”

“And your last, for I see you have
but one more there, what of it?"

“Oh, this will abominate you, who hats
dialect poetry. This is by the poet whe
told us things about the ground hog a
week or so ago. I think this is rather
clever, don’t you?™

LOAFIN' 'ROUN’ DE DEPO".

Jus' 3 loatin® ‘rvan’ de depu’, lis'enin’ ter de sweet
refraing,

Ob de “ding dong” ea de “teot toet,”
dem dere “chu chu” trains

Banjo make de sweetes' music w'en hit's ‘comp nied
by guitabs;

But dere music ain’ a patehin’ to dat ob de “‘chu
chu'' cabs

made by

Like ter ioumge upom de piatfo'm, luyb de rum'l
noise en din;

Like ter watch dem big black engines pullin’ out
en pullin’ io.

Lub de brakemen
buttons bright,

conductohs wid dere caps en

Swingin' ter en fro dere lantu’'ns, makin' siguals in
de night,

Folks a-comin’ en e&-goin’, sayin’, “‘goc'-by, how-
de-Jo;”’

Mos' ob dem a lookin' chareful, en dey's scme dat's
lookin' blue.

Waitin' yoom is never emply th's' de unight em
i th'n' de day,

Folks is allus dere a-waitin’, fer de train tor take

um ‘way.

Dat fah "way look in dere dreamy eyes, dey sit
‘roun’ en pondah;

Dey sin' thinkin' ‘bunt things &at's near, dere
thoughts is 'way off youdal,

Jus' a-leafin’ ‘roun’ de depo’, talk erbout yo© life
sublime,

Dat ain® in Rit wid jus' leafin’ ‘round’- de depo’
all de time

~JOHN ANSCHUTZ.

“Well,” answered the Philogopher, cau-
tiously, “‘as you read it, it certainly seems
all right. Print it an’ you will, there wiil
be some who will like it And now,
pale friend, let us desert the sanctum for
the sun—nay, I will take no denial. - See,
Marjorie has mended your coat. Come,
let us walk!”

And the two friends went arm in arm

on their peaceful way.

’

.




